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out along the road from Heringsdorf in the summer evening.
They entered a wood and, riding toward them, were the
Crown. Prince and his staff.   His whiskers had grown to a
rich beard.   It ennobled him.   His face was drawn.   Now
that the anxieties of active service were over he was remem-
bering Sigismund.   Too moved to speak, husband and wife
clung to one another.   William had been made to learn by
heart a poem composed by his mother on the death of
Sigismund.   He eyed the group of officers resentfully as he
awaited a favourable moment to begin his recitation.   The
poem ended, the Crown Prince mounted into the carriage
after the family and they returned for the night to Herings-
dorf.  A few days later, at Ermansdorf, the Crown Princess,
holding the hand of William, came forward to crown with a
laurel wreath the colours of the Fusilier battalion of the
Royal Grenadiers, on their return from the war.

At about this time Bismarck recalls a conversation with
the Crown Princess which both puzzled him and left him
with a distinctly unfavourable impression.  It was at a large
dinner party in Berlin.  Bismarck found himself next to the
Crown Princess.   Certainly, she was not a dull conversa-
tionalist, but she was an unrestful one.   The Count had been
honoured by her intimate society at these functions before.
He sometimes suspected that she arranged with the hostess
to sit beside him.  When were her words to be taken seriously,
and was she trying to mock at him ? She generally led the
conversation round to politics.   Hints about the superiority
of representative governmental machinery always slipped hi
somewhere.  He knew too much about Westminster already.
" You would like to be a king, or at least, a president of a
republic/'   The Englanderin smiled at him almost roguishly
as she spoke.

Bismarck was startled. Nothing was further from his
thoughts. He paused. He smiled. He must receive this
in the same vein as it had been given. His words would
probably go to Osborne, so he must weigh them.

" Personally, I am spoilt for a Republican, ma'am," he
murmured. " I have grown up in the Royalist traditions